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WOMAN'S PROBLEM

How to Kcep House Well and Not Be
a Slave.

PAULINE PRY AS A REFORMER

What a Bureau of Domestic Econo-
my Might Resuit In.

VIEWS OF HOUSEKEEPERS

Written Exclusively for The Evening Star.

0O YOU KNOW
that the government
of the United States

is endeavorirg to
help women keep
house?

That's a fact, and
I'm a self-ap-
appointed special
agent to assist the
govarnment in this

great and glosious
nndertaking. I went
int> the kitchen the
[1pd other day, and the
sights, sounds, smells of that infernal re-
gion killed me on the spot. I died a news-
paper woman to arise a reformer. From
this time on you'll ind me pawing the air
and preaching the emancipation of my
downtrodiden sex. But talk about your
emancipaticn of woman that works
through the iIntellect by way of the ballot
tox—rot! I tell you, anybody who really
means to insure tha female nation life, lib-
erty and the pursuit ¢f happiness must
work the revolution through the Kkitchen,
by way of men’'s stomachs. For what doth
it profit a woman if she carry a presiden-
tial election and her husband have indiges-
tion? Yea, what doth it profit a woman if
she win the whole world and lose her cook?

Oh, this is simply an awful guestion, tull

of snags, snakes and hid-ous spec*ers. I've
been lying awake nights with 1t the past
two weeks, and scurrying around days see-
Ing what 1 could do about it. 1 have been

see Commissloner of Labor Wright to

d If the department of labor had any
Enncea to offer; 1 have been to beg the

eretary of Agriculture to establish a

rean of domestic economy, and [ have
traveled like a census taker from house to
house, asking women I knew and women 1
fidn't know, what shall save us from this
bondege of sin and death that ls callad
bousekeeping?

Dully Experiences.

Fir=t, I want to tell you some of the ex-
periences of hwusekeepers that 1 have learn-
ed. Then I want you to know how far the
government has gone into the study of
housekesping. Last, if I die for it, I'm go-
ing to write down my own advanced ideas
about housek22ping, and beg every other
woman with advanced Ildeas on the same
pubject to send them to me, and I'll not
only put them in print, I'll try them on the
dog, if it vses up every cur in creation,

When 1 set out to have an experience
meeting of housekeepers, I dropped off a
car, where I happened to be when the idea
seized me, and rang the bell of the house
I came to first. It was a handsome house
outside, and within was somewhat the ele-
gince of a first-class cabinet shop, indi-
vidualized a bit by a touch that was clear-
Iy feminine and refined. The woman who
presently entered was the Keynote to this
subordinate individuality.

“Housekeeping would be a simple task
for me,” she said, “if it were possible to
ebtain reliable servants. I was trained In
orderly ways as a child, and my husband,
who Is an army officer, is sufficiently the
martinet to insist apon order in his sur-
roundings at any cost. He has the order
of the day written in black and white and
pested in the reom of each of the children—
we have two—and my own orders are quite
as clear, if not issued in Just that form.
1 am to see that the house I3 spotless with-
out there ever belng manifest any of the
confusion atrendant upon cleaning up. Ac-
cordingly, as we breakfast at 8, I arise at
8, to dri!l the housemald In properly per-
forming bPer duties on the parlor floor be-
fore the rest of the family descend. 1 get
the girl finally so that she fs able to do
this without my assistance, then just as I
am ready to take my ease In the morning,
feeling that so much of the machinery is
rurning smoothly, the girl quits, or the
cook has o spell-a screw falls out some-
where, and I have to fit in. This morning
my cook—a man—has used such violent
language to me that I have him locked
down in the basement, and when It's ab-
solutely necessary for me to go below to
look after semething, I carry a revolver
In my pocket. I have the washing done at
home, becanse my experience Is that It
cen't be done properly outside. Then it
costs three times as much to put It out.

“l do the marketing myself. Our staple
Eroceries, of course, we get from the com-
missary stores. For the rest I market as
my husband ltkes to eat. It Is rather ex-
pensive, because he will not have any-
thing brought on the table a second time,
no matter how I may strive by artful cook-
gry to conceal the genesis of things. Our

fri*hds seem to enfjoy visiting us, and
everybody, Including my husbzand, admits
I'm a splendld housekesper. But look at
me.”

1 was looking right at her and groaning
Inwardly to behold her thin body, her bony,
nervously clasped hands, her face, that, de-
ppite the galvanized society smile It wore,
was anything but cheerful, sallow, worn
and worried as It was.

“How much does it cost us to Hve?" she
repeated after me. “Well, aside from my
flesh and blood and peace of mind that
poes to keep the pot boiling, I reckon our
pay would always be hypothecated a
month or two ahead If we didn't draw
sonstantly on my private funds.”

“Does there occur to you any way out of
the awtul mess of housekeeping?”’ I asked.

“Yes,” was the prompt reply, “sulcide or
3 nunnery. Under existing circumstances,
plaughter is the only salvation.”

Not Living, but Boarding.

Emerging from this house, I ran across
the wife of another officer, whom I had not
seen for a long time. When I asked her
whers she 1s living now, she answered:
“T'm not Uving; I'm boarding.” Then when
14 expressed surprise that she had aban-
doned her charming home, she sald: “We
hadn’t much cholce. You know we began
with two servants. Soon we had to have a
third. Presently It became evident that
everybody, Including myself, would be
worked to death If we didn't have four.
Then every one of the four declared she
would have to look for an easier place if
we didn’t get a firth, and then the colonel—
you kmow he only swears upon extreme
provocation—the colonel said he'd be d—d
if he'd keep a boarding house for colored
people any longer. So we shut It up and
went to boarding ourselves."

At five succeeding houses that I called I
was told the madam was not at home. This
was before 11 o'clock In the morning. It
was a row of houses, and servants from
three of them had abandoned the work of
cleaning halls and doorsteps to congregate
on the walk for a visit at one of the other
houses. The maid thrust her head out of
the basement window, In response to the
bell, and after laboriously crowding some-
thing she was chewing into one side of her
mouth, called out with the other side:
“Ain't nobody to home.”

At the next house, to which T was ad-
mitted, I encountered a lady with higher
Rims than housekeeping. She sald that If
I itedd to know anyihing ghout how she

kept house I would have to see the cook,
for Eliza tended to all that. She herseif |
wrote articles for the papers and did a |
great deal of ¢harity work, so that she |
really had no time to look after things in |

her own house. Yes, she had one baby, but
mammy took entire charge of that. The
child made her nervous, and as for house-
keeping, that made her downright sick.
Eliza did all the marketing, and her hus-
band pald the bills. No, the meals and the
work were not always dene to sult her, but
she thought women who cultivated their
Intellects could always rise above domestic
difmoultles. Bhe did. When the meals
waren't nice, of course It made her husband
mad, but she had got Into the habit of
lunging into an articie or a new book, and

n that way she was able to forget her
stomach. No, she was not strong. She had
dyspepsia and sclatica and every once In
while malaria, but she thought she would

much bettar now sbhe was laarulng to

ride a bleycle. To be sure, they would be
in awful shape If Eliza should ever leave
them—she guessed they'd go to boarding or
take a flat and have a caterer.

A Renl Home, but the Mother n Slave.

The next house I visited was free from
frills outside, and within, it was a home. I
knew in advance the sort of woman who
wus mistress of it. Sure enough, she was
gentle, she was gray and she was dressed
in gray. She was the mother—the home-
maker I would put in a story for girls
whom [ wanted to impress with the happi-
ness and success a woman may achleve in
a strictly doemestic life,

A young woman could net help opening
her heart to this aye-motherly body, and
with asking her hew she Kept house 1
poured into her ear all the dreams I have
of reorganizing housework =0 that a
housewife may do her full duty in the do-
Mestic sphere, and at the same time have
lelsure and liberty in the world.

At the mere mention of leisure and liber-
ty her blessed eyes filled with tears, and
she said: “Oh, 1 cannot tell you how my
heart has ached all my life long because
housekeeping has left me no opportunity
to develop my mind. My mother died
when 1 was fourteen years old. We lived
in New England, where servants were not
to be had, and only a very few kept help.
We kept none, and at fourteen 1 had to
quit school to do all the housework for my
father, brother and sister. I did all the
cooking and baking and scrubbing and
cleaning; all the ironing and usually the
washing, and 1 made my father's shirts
and all the clothing for myself and the
vounger children. Mauny, many is the night
I have gone to sleep crying, because when
bedtime came 1 was so worn out with work
I couldl not keep my eyes open to read,
and I have slept with perhaps a copy of
Young's ‘Night Thoughts' or ‘Paradise
I.ost' under my pillow to be read a few
minutes on waking in the morning before
my father would call up, ‘Come, Mary; time
to get breakfast.” I married at nineteen.
Then there was my husband’s home, and
later the little ones to absorb my time and
energy. We have tive in family, and I take
as many boarders as my home will accom-
modate, in order to keep my daughter in
college. My house 1s well ordered, I know,
I do the work myself with the assistance
of one servant. 1 do the marketing, and we
bake our own bread. I have the washing
done in the house. But while all this is
done successfully under my hands, it leaves
me little better than a slave. My chil-
dren, it Is true, are affectlonate, but they
cannot help knowing they have long ago
outstripped me in their education. I am
not a companion for them—cannot be., I am
too much a servant, and my influence over
them Is correspondingly diminished. I feel
that my whole life has been a sacrifice—a
burnt offering of the cook stove—and it
dces not seem just, though as servants and
the necessities of housekeeping are, 1 don't
see how it can be any different.””

DBorn, Not Made.

The next housewife 1 encountered was
proof positive that housekeepers, llke
poets, are born, not made, and that our
social fabric ought to be constructed so as
to have all the housekeeping done by born
housekeepers, while women who are born
something else attend strictly to their own
business,

This born housekeeper’s face was happy
enough to set one to shouting glory. “How
do 1 keep house,” said she, while she
rocked In the midst of her shining sur-
roundings, everything, even her face, re-
flecting sunlight. “Why, I keep house as
my mother did; and old Dr. » who vis-
ited all the best houses in Washington In
those days, sald that my mother was the
best housekeeper In the city. She reared
me to do housework and take pride in it
I was taught other things, too—plain sew-
ing, fina needle work, tapestry and the
making of wax flowers, besides studying
music and loving it; and I was early glven
practical Instructions in charity. When I
was no more than eight years old I was
sent among the poor to help nurse the sick
and polish mp the unclean. I can see my-
self now,standing on a chair every Satur-
day to scour the cupboard shelves of an
cld woman—a shoe binder—who had got
erippled with rheumatism. For a year and
over 1 went every morning to get this old
woman out of bed and wash and dress her;
and then, as I went to school, my mother
would send her breakfast by me. Yes, my
mother was the best housekeeper and the
best woman in Washington, and my father
the cleanest man. He retired on his for-
tuna ten years before his death, and the
day of his death said to our pastor that in
his whole life he had never done anything
to ba ashamed of. Being the daughter of
such people, I can't help beirg clean. I
don't leave my house to servants. I loolk
after It myself. ] never go out on sweep-
ing day, and I do every bit of dusting my-
self., I had a friend tell me yesterday that
sweeping day is the day she always goes
out, and I thought, if I did not say Iit,
‘As anybody could tell just to look at the
chandelier in your hall." Another {riend
told me, oh, she had such a jewel of a girl
—a perfect treasure. I went to her house
one afternoon at haif-past 2, and my friend
was out, and the whole house upside down,
cleaning. Now, that's something I couldn’t
stand. My cleaning has to be done early
in the morning, one rocmeat a time. I be-
lieve a house is to live in every day in the
week, and I don't believe in upsetting
everything and everybody to clean one day,
g0 that you may lve In peace and be dirty
the rest of the time. Pretty s=oon my
friend with the jewel let the jewel go. She
wasn't partlenlar with the corners, my
friend =sald, and I told her, no wpnder, and
yvou around the corner while your home
was being cleaned! No, ma'am; I don't
think a woman can keep house properiy
and be a charity worker or a professional,
or be anything but a houseckeeper. Come
with me. Now, I'm not ashamed of that.”

Nor had she reason to be. She had ush-
ered me Into her Kkitchen—polished and
gcoured to the last degree. She opened
closet doors, ona after another, and all the
whila she was doing what I'm sure I
wouldn't dare. She was stlll serene, ra-
diant, even, with the self-zatisfaction of
the rare woman who has no doubt that her
vocation lles within the walls of her home.

Good Henrted, but Discouraged.

The next woman I met came into her
pretty parlor with a couple of toddlers
clinging to her skirts. “Don't ask me
my Ideas about housekeeping,” she salid.
“I have kept house till I haven't an fdea
left. I don't have any time to read, and,
as for thinking, If I stop to think g0
crazy. I just keep my eyves on the tread-

mill and don’t look beyond the next step.

I have given up my friends, and I rarely
g0 to the theater, because when I'm ready
to go out the bables cry, and all my cour-
age goes. I have had advanced ideas
about housekeeping, but I can't keep my
courage up long enough to push any of
them to a finish. I keep one servant, who
takes less Interest In her work the longer
she stays and the more I pay her. I do
all my own sewing and work with the
servant every day. We spend all we make,
and, oh, dear, what it all amounts to but
worry and wearing out, I'm sure 1 don't
know. I dare say I am a poor manager.
I was a good school teacher before I was
married, and, perhaps, I got married too
late to ever hope to master the profession
of a married woman. You can't teach an
old dog new tricks, and it's the greatest
mistake In the world if anybody thinks
there's no trick about keeping house. It
isn't instinetive In women by any means,
and yet if a woman wants to study good
housekeeping where's the school in which
she can learn?"
Burenu of Domestle Economy.

This hopeless query from this discour-
aged, little, good-hearted woman was so
to the point of designs I had upon the gov-
ernment that I turned my feet toward the
department of labor.

Commissioner Wright told me that the
department of labor has never concerned
ftself with the conditions of domestic labor.
The commissioner said, however, that some
time ago he perceived that foed is an ele-
mental consideration of the industrial
greatness of a pecple, and therefore, on
his personal responsibility, instituted an
inquiry Into the nutritive values of foods,
with & view to enabling everybody to eat
ntelligently.

Prof. Atwater of Wesleyan University
pushed this investigation, which more re-
cently was recognized by the government,
Congress appropriating §10,000 for the as-
slstance of Prof. Atwater, whose work Is
now fathered by the Agricultural Depart-
ment,

To the Agricuitural Department, there-
fore, I went, braced by a knowledge of the
theory underlying Professor Atwater's en-
deavors, to ask the Secretary why thia
theory should not be extended In applica-
tion through a bureau of domestic economy
to dissem!nate knowledge, not only of nu-
tritive value of foods, but of nutritlve
ookery, architecture and landscape gar-
ening.

If, ai Commissioner Wright perceives and
Congress admits, It be essentlal to the en-
durance of the American people In industry
and ultimately as a nation that they be
intelligently fed the study of nutritive
cookery 1s no less a proper subject for

governmental concern than the study of
nutritive foods., Furthermore, the produc-
ing power of every labor is conditioned as
much by the air he breathes as by the food
he eats, so that it scems to me if the gov-
ernment is going into the kitchen to look
after the marketing and cooking of the
people it ought to pay some attention to
the houses of which the kitchen is a part
and educate the people in architecture and
landscape gardening.

Perhaps I don’t know what architecture
Is. It may be altogether a matter of
Queen Anne front and Mary Ann back to
ircrease the value of real estate and look
up to your mnelghbor. But I lately took an
object lesson in landscape gardening from
Frederick Law Olmsied, and learned that
here is an art designed to serve man with
reference to human life first, and human
vanity afterward. Well drained land or
that which can be well drained, good sani-
tary conditions In the neighborhood, con-
venient and comfortable approaches to a
house—these are a few of the practical
points about which the landscape gardener
can teil you things never dreamed of in
your untaught philosophy of what makes a
happy home.

But I didn't have a chance to tell Secre-
tary Morton the thoughts I have on land-
scape gardening, happy homes or much of
anything else directly. I said: *“Mr. Sec-
retary, you urge in your report careful
consideration of all other domestic ani-
mals; why not do something for women
and establish a bureau of domestic econ-
omy?"’

The Secretary at once told me that pa-
ternalism In government has gone far
enough and that we want to do away with
a few bureaus instead of establishing new
ones. "The stability of this government,”
said he “depends on the self-reliance of its
individuals. Thousands of dollars are be-
ing thrown to the dogs in this department
now. Whether a man wants information
or anything else, unless it costs him some-
thing to acquire, it does him no good.”

However, when he had had his say about
the pernicious effects of paternalism In
government, Secretary Morton told me a
bureau of domestic economy already exists
in embryo and gave me advance sheets of
Prof. Atwater's first report on the nutritive
\-:all:e and cost of foods, also a report of
Edward Atkinson on nutritive cookery.

Prof. Atwater has been pretty generally
suspected of a subsidized, sensational am-
bition to discover in the study of nutri-
ments the possibility of inclosing the es-
sential elements of a square meal in a
sugar-coated pill, to be taken three times a
day, thus reducing the servant question
and boarding house business to an ab-
surdity. As a matter of fact, his report
contains information which housekeepers
have hitherto” been able to acquire only
through long, expensive experience. The
stale joke about Vassar girls buying beef-
steak by the yard has its origin in fact. A
woman can't buy meat and vegetables eco-
nomically by Instinet. Therefore, Prof. At-
water has provided a set of tables showing
the composition of different food materials.

Nutritive Value, Not Price.

He takes one after another material and
designates the relative refuse and edible
portion it contains. He previously makes
clear that a certain quantity of certain
chemical elements in certain ratio is neces-
sary to support life. Then, in these tables,
he resolves the edible portion of foods
named into the relative amount of the sey-
eral essential elenents each containg, With
this information, then, the new housekeep-
er is able to practice true economy—that is,
be guided in the selection of food materials
not by the price per pound, but by the
nutritive value of what she buys. For in-
stance, Prof. Atwater shows that fresh
meat contains a less per cent of nitro-
genous substances than cheese. It is also
more costly. A housekeeper having to
economize, then, may so combine cheese
with her dirner as to do with less meat,
and at the same time give her family the
nourishment they require. Likewise, in the
matter of vegetables, beans, peas, lentils
may be substituted for meat, without any
sacrifice of the nutritive element that meat
centains, Thus, by the ald of Prof. At-
water's tables, the inexperienced house-
keeper may provide for her table as satis-
factorily and with as little waste as her
mcther,

Supplemental to this knowledge of the
rnutritive value of foods Is Edward Atkin-
son's suggestions regarding the cooking of
food. Dr. Atkinsen has invented a means
for the application of heat to food, which
he calls the Aladdin oven. The principle of
this invention he has given to the public,
and it consists in providing a non-heat-con-
ducting chamber to which heat may be
conveved by measure and maintalned at an
even temperature.

This apparatus is designed to overcoma
the irregularities of the uncertain cook
steve, and the indigestibilities of quick,
under-done cooking. With it Dr, Atkinson
claims that all else that is required to be a
good cook is one part of food and one
part of gumption.

One godly man to eat the cooking oeccurs
to me as another requisite to begin with,
but, of course, Dr. Atkinson's experiments
were conducted in New England, where a
man in the family is not so inevitably to
be considered.

However, I'lm going to have one of the
Aladdin ovens; I'm going to have every
other new thing in housekeeping that In
the least recommends itself to reason, and
I'm going to set to keeping house on the
principle—don’t do anything that you can
get any body to do for you. If, ultimately,
I do not develop a science of good house-
keening in place of the chaotic conditions
that make women siaves in their homes
I'li—well, if I den't I'll meekly score a
faflure for PAULINE PRY.
———

WOMAN'S PAJAMA,

I2 18 Teansformed Into a Thing of

Beauty, but It is Still the FPajamn.
From the New York Sun.

Weainan has made ancther Invasion Into
the province of dress heretcfore exclusively
monopolized by man, and her great desire
to avail herself of every opportunity to
appropriate each and every article of his
wardrobe to Ler use Is shown again in a
feminine adaptation of the useful pajama.
To be sure, this neglige costume appears in
a new guise, transformed into a thing of
beauty, to gratify her more aesthetic taste,

THIS

by the use of lace, yards of satin ribbon,
and a blouse waist of the latest Parisian
proportiors, but it is a pajama still, with
all the elecments of comfort possessed by
its more severe and unattractive prototype.
It may be made of silk ¢r a new material
of silk and wool, white, striped with pale
blue, and tiled In at the waist, ankles,
wirists and neck with lhlue satin riLbon.
l.ace frills give it a feminine touch of
daintiness, and zltogether it bas mach to
recommendd it for real service, especiaily in
taking long journeys.
S

Dencon IHopeful's Idee,

From the Chleago Journal,

Dear friends, when I am dead an' gone
ou’t bave no woeful takin's on,

Don't act so tarnally bereft,

As though they weren't no sunshine left.,

Don't multiply your stock o' woes

By sorry looks an’ gloomy clothes,

An' make the trouble ten times worse

By smllers follerin' a bearse,

When I depart, it's my idee,
e most consolin’ thing ter me
be to hear the ones [ tried

r comfort here before 1 dicd

{', sort o' smilin' through tueir tears,
‘Well, ennyhow, fer years an' years
Yo bad bhim here, so let's be ziad

An’ thankful fer the oy we bhad.”

It ain't no use ter make & fuss
n death comes after one o' us.
ways o' Providence, I 'low,
2 a8 they should be, ennyhow.
ings suit me &Llllrl! middiin® well,
' even At & eral
d sing, amid the grief an’ woe,
"Pralse God, from whom all blessin's flow.”™

No one In ordinary health need become bald
% gray If he will follow gensible treatment.
e advise cleanliness of the scalp and the use

of Hall's Halr Renewer.

THE GUESH ICHAMBER

A Little Thougﬁﬁ‘uﬁiess on the Part
of theHostess.

WANTS PLEASANTLY ANTICIPATED

What Can Be‘'Done to Make a
Guest Comfortable.

A ROOM DESCRIBED

g

Written Exclusively for The Evening Star.

. SUPPOSE ONE
never gets too old to
learn. If one ever

does get to that point
in life when all the
springs of knowledge
have been drained
dry, it must be a
very uncomfortable
kind of a position to
occupy, and for my
part I prefer to stay
on thia side the line;
half the pleasure in
oy life consists in learn-
ing something new. I got my knowledge
second-hand this time, but it doesn’t make
much difference how you get it, so long
as you are able to acquire it.

Last week Dorothy and Jennie went by
invitation to a neighboring city to spend a
couple of days with a newly married
friend—a lady who has been about four
months in her delightful little nome, which
is furnished like a jewel casket from top
to bottom, and iIs just about as convenient
as judicious and artistic taste can make it.
I did not accompany them, and, as is
usually the case when I am not along to
attend to her baggage, Dorothy lost her
valise. As the stay was t® be a short one,
she and Jennie took a couple of evening
bodices and thelr toilet appurtenances in
one bag, so as to save bothering with two.
It was midnight, because of a delayed
train, before they got to Bessle's, and so
after exchanging a few words of greeting,
they were shown to thelr room. Of
course, guest chambers in well-appointed
homes are pretty much all alike, but I
think, from the glowing description that
the girls gave of that one, that it must be
vastly different from any I have ever seen,
though I pride myself on being thoroughly
conversant with the needs of guests, gen-
erally speaking.

The girls Informed Bessie of their loss,
but she did not seem to be greatly con-
cerned, and did not waken her one maid
servant to attend to them, but did that
kindly act herself, as was perfectly proper.
When she threw open the door of the
guest chamber they saw that the gas was
burning dimly, and there was a fire in the
grate. Bessle glanced about the room, and
remarkad that she thought they would find
everything that they needed, kissed them
good nilght, and departed, with the injunc-
tlon to get to sleep as quickly as possible,
as the morrow was to be a busy day.

Plenty of Comforts.

“Dorothy and I were paralyzed when she
shut the door,” :Jennie remarked. ‘“We
had in mind the hotel llke bareness of the
average company room, and wondered how
on earth we were golng to manage with-
out combs, brushes, soap, night dresses
and the olher necessary toilet appurte-
nances. We had mildly Intimated that we
were minus those indispensahle appliances,
but, beyond expraessing regret at our an-
noyance, she didn't exert herself in the
least. You know how it is, Sara, when
unexpected company makes it necessary to
hunt up extra combs and towels and things,
but Bess never left us for a moment, and
as she has but one mald, and we knew
gshe was getling her beauty sleep, we felt,
when that chamber door c¢losed, as though
we were not quite welcome, or else our hos-
tess was lacking in good breeding—"

“Instead of which, she 1s past master In
the art,” iInterpclated Dorothy. “When I
have a home of my own I intend to adopt
her method of entertaining guests. Why,
Sara, If we had been living in that room
for a year, we couldn't have gathered
aronnd ns any more comforts, DBessie's
husband has enly a moderate salary, so sha
has had plenty of opportunity to exercise
economy, as well as to indulge her artistic
tastes. Her guest’'s chamber has not a
single costly thing In it., The furnlture is
a pretty oak, matching the hard pine floor,
which Is shellacked and covered by a hand-
some Japanese rug, which was clie of her
bridal presents, I think, The bed stood in
a corner, and had a pretty tent-like canopy
of silkaline falling from a ring in the cell-
ing over a slender iron frame work about
the bed, which hid it entirely., There was
a cozy corner with a box couch in it,
which Bess confided to us she had manu-
factured herself from a long, flat packing
case. It was coverad with cream and brown
cretonne, lined with cambric, and long
enough to hold a lorg-trained gown, sup-
plementing the closet which BEess has had
buflt in the corner beside the chimney, It
had piles of cushions, and was remarkably
inviting, There were a dozen pictures on
the walls, some of them framed In twists
of crepe paper, two or three fastened at
the corner with brass tacks and a bow of
ribbon, and some on stiff cardboard hung
with baby ribbon. There was an idea in
floor cushions that I particularly liked., A
square of heavy dark bed ticking, sewed
with strong thread, was filled with bran,
just as tight as it could be packed, and
gsewed up, then a brown demin cover, em-
broldered in red, was put over it just like
a plllow slip, and buttoned at the side.
There were thrce of those cushlons, one
other in red and one in blue. It was such
a ‘'homey kind' of room, with an open
grate, and the mantel of hard wood held a
comical little clock, just a common dollar
clock at that, but so furbelowed up by the
skirts of a paper ballet dancer, from whose
belt it seemed to hang like a chatelalne
watch, that it wouldn’'t have known itself
in the mirror.”

Even n Work Basket.

“You must not forzet the desk,” sug-
gested Jennie, us Dorothy seemed to have
run down. “It was a slmple little light-
wood desk, that probably cost about $§3,
but, oh, the comfort of it. There were
pestal cards, and paper and envelopas,
ink, pens, pencils, paper knife, blotter—

everything as complete as could be. Even
to an almanac, instead of a calendar that
usually tells you nothing only that yester-
day was, today is and tomorrow will be.”

“The toilet appointments were perfect,
too,”” added Dorothy dreamily, as she drew
a design on my new desk pad for her in-
tended floor cushion. i

“Indeed they were,'”’ responded Jennie
with emphasis *“‘There was a dainty little
screen which completaly hid the wash-
stand, on which were 8oap —not horrid
scented stuff, either—a: dish of powdered
borax, nail brush,.a box of cold cream and
one of vaseline, and another box of French
shoe blacking. Harging on the rack were
two crocheted wash cloths, with bath and
face towels, and back of. the pretty china
bowl and pitcheri was a tiny little gas
stove about as hig as & quart measure,
with a cute Dutch tea kettle standing on it,
attached to the burner, all ready to heat
water if we needed it.” Oh, I ﬁama near
forgetting the teaiservica,

“Back in the angle léft by the chimney
gtood a little tea table with a tete-a-tete
china service, a tea caddy, 4 jar of biscnits,
a pot of jam and a bottle of olives! Only
a dear thoughtful soul like Bess would
have remembered that Dorothy is devoted
to jam and that I simply can't go to sleep
without an olive or two to nibble on. Then
there was a work basket. Think of a
convenience like that in a guest chamber,
will you, Sara! It would have been of lit-
tle account to us, however, if it had not
been well stocked. But it had white and
black thread, needle book, some glove and
shoe buttons, scissors, a twist of glove
thread, darning cotton and a thimble.
We both had occasion to use that basket
before we dressed the next morning, &as
well as the pins in the cushion on the
dressing case, In one of the drawers of
which we found brushes, combs and hamd
mirror, and nail file, pad and nail powder.
They were not in a fancy plush case, but
plain articles, bought for their utility and
quality.

Useful Book Covers.
“Of course, there was a dish of talcom
powder and a bottle of fine cologne,

Hanging beslde the dressing case was &
hand-painted satin banner, under which,
on a thick card, were the breakfast, dinner
and luncheon hours, and another card
with the railway time table omn it. On a
small hanging shelf was a Russia-bound

Bible, a prayer book, a small dictionary,
two or three poets and half a dozen paper-
bound coples of the latest works of fic-
tion. By the way, Sara, there is an idea
that you would like, I am sure. Bessle
makes covers for her paper-bound books—
these that she likes—and they look so
much neater and don’t wear out so fast
She gets dark gray drilling and cuts the
back so that it laps over the edge of the
paper back, then she takes red embroidery
cotton and runs the title of the book on
the front, and with a light touch of flour
paste, fastens the drillings to the paper
cover, down the back and over the edges.
Sometimes she rung the cover on the paper
beck all along the edges with the cotton.
You have no idea what a neat-looking
book it makes, and she never has any
dog-eared volumes littering up her neat
tables.”

“She brought the book-cover fad back
from Paris with her in the summer,” re-
marked Dorothy, as she concluded to try
the effect of braiding her cushion in blue
and red and further embellished by desk
blotter with those penciled colors. ‘She
has three sets of embroildered covers—
brown linen done in red—made as we used
to make covers for our school books and
fitted to the covers 6f the three magazines
she takes. As soon as a fresh magazine
ccmes she puts the old ones away, slips
the cover on the new one and it Is kept
fresh and clean for binding. I think it is
a splendid idea.”

‘“We haven’t told you the chef d'oeuvre
of that perfectly delightful room yet,
though,” Jennie went on. “We went to
the closet to hang up our wraps, and there
hung two pretty muslin night robes! Now,
you know that Bess is smaller than either
of us, but those gowns were big enough
for a small giantess. We were laughing
about them the next morning, and asking
Bess where she got the pattern, and she
actually told us that those garments be-
longed to her gZuest chamber! She made
them large purposely, so that they would
fit a large woman, and, of course, a little
one could wear them. She said that she
made up her mind while traveling last
summer that when she had a home of her
own she would be prepared for all emer-
gencies in the shape of unexpected guests,
and be able to make them comfortable,
profiting by some ludicrous experiences of
her own, when she was so unfortunate
as to pget scparated from her trunks,
which is not at all hard to do on the con-
tinent, for the European system of check-
ing is a hundred years behind the times.”

All Very Fine.

Of course to the wealthy woman who
has a maid to superintend her packing and
watch all the bags and bundles in transit
and then to arrange everything for her
in the grand rooms placed at her disposal
in hotel or house of her friend, the fur-
nishing of the guest chamber seems a
trivial matter to discuss. But suppose
madam loses her maid and her bagzage!
What then? I happen to .know from some
cold experiences of my own that blunders
will be made and mistakes will occur. I
found myself a late arrival one night in a
home of- wealth, and as my friend was
i1l I was shown to my room, my bag sent
up and I left for the night, only to dis-
cover when the house was quiet and the
lights all out that Dick had gone on his
journey with my bag, while he had care-
fully deposited his shirt case in the car-
riage that whs sent to meet me at the
station! There was not a comb, brush,
wash cloth or bit of soap in the splendld
rcom and not even an old newspaper in
the bottom of a dresser drawer for me
to read while I was trying to calm my
tired nerves sufficiently to sleep between
exquisitely fine linen sheets under a down-
lined silk coverlid. After that experience I
remembered to supply my guests with many
things that I had never before thought
of, but Bessie's treatment of “the stranger
within the gates'" has given me a lot more
ideas.

Of course, it 18 not always convenient to
set aside a room as a guest chamber, and
It may be necessary to shift members of
the family to make room when friends
come to stop with us, but we can always
be ready for them if we choose. Instead of
the writing desk, a neat little portfolio,
made by one ot the deft-handed daughters
of the house, perhaps, can always be
kept stocked with writing materials, ready
to carry to the room assigned the guest.
There can always be a set of toilet articles
kept In a box, cleaned with borax water
after each guest has gone, of course, but
used for no other purpose; it is only a mat-
ter of an hour to crochet a wash cloth out
of coarse tidy cotton, or to hem one out of
a bit of old linen towel, and a clothes brush
at hand will often save a thoughtful guest
in a small house a good bit of worry about
the dust on her gown or hat, for if one is
without that very necessary article it often
occasions a five-minute revolution in the
house before one can be found on request.
And, above all things, provide your guest
with hot water for the bath, if there is no
private bath for her. A spirit lamp, an oil
stove, or a tiny gas stove—any one of
them inconspicuous—will cost not above a
dollar, and be invaluable in a house not
arranged for hot and cold water.

Saves Annoynnee.

Then the tea service and biscuit! I ecall
that a brilllant idea. I have been a guest
in houses where 1 got so hungry, after un-
usual exertion of calling or walking, that
I was actually ill-tempered, but disliked to
ask for a "bite,” and had to wait for din-
ner or luncheon. 1f I had had a tiny tea
servce In my room it would have saved
me a headache.

It is the duty of a hostess to give to her
guest a cheerful and hospitable welcome.
It is not pleasant nor convenient to have
one's guest always '"‘under foot,"” hence it
is necessary to make her comfortable in
her own room. 1f the guest is thoughtful
she probably has all her little toilet helong-
ings with her, and those of her hostess
are left untouched. If, on the contrary,
she has in the haste of packing left some-
thing out, she is saved the annoyance of
dolng without it, or the disagreeable al-
ternative of asking her hostess to furnish
it until such time as she can purchase it,
and then there always comes the thought
that perhaps your hostess has not the
thing you want, and asking for it may
occasion her annoyance.

SENORA SARA.
—_——
DANGER AT THE CROSSING.

14th Street and New York Avenue
Will Have Three Lines of Cars.

““The Intersection of 14th street and New
York avenue will scon become one of the
most dangerous crossings to be found any-
where,” tald an engincer to a Star re-
porter. “At that point six tracks will cross
each other, on all of which cars will be
running by power other than that of

"horses. Two of the three roads owning

these tracks will use cables, while the third
will employ electricity.

‘“You may imagine for yourself what that
crossing will be like when the state of af-
fairs I have described comes to pass. To
dodge the cars going this way and that
will be difficult. A horse car is always
ever so much more safe than any kind of
vehicle run on the streets by machinery.
Horses are as reluctant to run over any-
body as 1s the foot passenger to bhe run
over. But the machine does not care, and
the man at the grip or motor is very apt
to lose his head. If he sees a child just in
front, it 1s a large chance that he will do
the wrong thing.

“It has been suggested that a footway
might be dug beneath the crossing at 14th
street and New York avenue, in order that
pedestrians should not be obliged to go
over the tracks at all. As a matter of
fact, if such a convenience were provided
nineteen out of every twenty persons would
prefer to cross at the level for the sake of
saving time. But they would do so at their
own risk, and the railways would not be
liable under the daw.

“Perhaps the most dangerous crossing
in the world Is at UUnion Square, New York
city, where the Broadway cars turn around
the corner. At that point stands a man of
herculean build, who saves on an average
about a dozen lives a day. It is his busi-
ness merely to warn or thrust off thought-
less people who get in the way of the cable
trains. Some of thcse whom he thus pro-
tecta against their own thoughtlessness
curse him heartily for his pains, but he is
a good-natured glant and does not mind it.
A dozen or more of the largest men in the
United States are regularly employed, in
policemen’s uniforms, to prevent people
from being run over on the busiest street
of the metropolis.”

— mfe —w
Of Course She Womuld.

From the Iowa Falls Citizen.
Nell—"Mr. Sillious is only an apology for

& man.”
Belle—'"Well, wouldn't you accept an
apology if it were offered?”

SOME EVENING DRESSES

The Styles Suitable for Theater and Party
Wear.

Materigl That is Approprinte for
Waists—Wraps That Are Either

Long or Short.

A becoming theater gown is the desire of
every woman's heart, yet, strange as it
may seem, very few women possess them.
It is really easy to accomplish, if women
were only infermed. Full dress should
rever be wo™n at the play—not even in a
box. A woman msy put on her nudest
bodice and supplement its deficiencles with
all the jewels in her casket for the opera,

All of Red Satin.

indulge in the latest frenzy of coiffure and
talk in her loudest key when a world-
famed cantatrice is warbling, but when the
tragedian stalks the stage, or Alonzo weeps
melodramatically at Melissa's feet, she
must veil her charms and give her jewels a
rest.

It 18 perfectly useless to ask why, be-

Silver Barred Satin.
cause nobody krows. It is one of the un-
written law3 observed by Food soclety, and
that ought to be all sufficient. It may be
that this custom will undergo a change in
time, for until this season it has been con-
sidered quite parvenuish for a woman to

Pink Tafietn nnd Black Lace.
sit In the body of the house with bared
ghoulders. But now full dress is being
worn in New York by society women who
have forsaken the boxes for orchestra seats
at the opera, because the music sounds
much finer there, and flashing jewels and

*hot With Green.
bony anatomy can now be studied at short
range. It is doubtful if the change is alto-

gether agreeable, for distance certainly
does lend enchantment to the average of
uncovered shoulders. Of course, with even-
ing dress no bonnets or hats are worn, and
n that respect the decollete woman is

ailed with delight—if she has sense enough
tc know that bonnet and bare shoulders do
not go together.

Even with the most elaborate toilets the
bedice is the only fancy thing. The skirts
are usually some dark silk or satin, made
simply and without trains, and are un-
trimmed. The materials employed in the
evening bodice are legion. You can em-
ploy any fabric you like, if you are only
careful to get a becoming color. White is a
great favorite, both for debutantes and for
older women. The bud chooses chiffon, silk
mull, tulle—than which there never was a
prettier material for young girls—and the
soft shimmery silks of exquisitely fine tex-
ture, The older woman chooses thick, lus-
trous satin, heavy begalines, thick, board-
like silks, and even white wvelvet. She
brightens it up with puffed sleecves and
knots of velvet next her skin, however, Iif
she is wise, for opaque white close to a wo-
man's face ages her ten years. Satin is
really the favored material of the season,
and satin brocade comes next.

Evening wraps are either very short or
go to the other extreme and cover the
wearer from cars to toes. The short wrap
i{s oftenest of Dblack wvelvet, cut with full
godet folds and lined with rich brocades or
fur. The fronts are surplice elfect and are
supposed to fall nearly to the feet. The
long wraps are dreams of beauty, in their
long pracefully flowing lines, and are form-
ed of the most elegant fabrles, large flow-
ered satin brocades lined with chinchilla,
silver woven satins, and rich moire. The
stylee are wide to completely cover the
widening skirts, and the wrap is often bor-
dered with ermine, the fur that has always
been sacred to royalty. Fans are not near-
lv as large as for several seasons past,
the empire styles predominating. It 1is
quite a fad to have these made of the silk
of some favorite dress, and painted with
a personally selected design, by some cele-
brated artist. These caprices are, of
course, quite costly, but one should not
object to that. It is better to put the
money in ecirculation that way than to shut

it up In coffers where no ts the ben<
efit of it. voly wo .

For a theater waist for a young girl who
is not yet “out,” so must appear in subdued
styles, a waist of red satin that has no
other trimming than bretelles of itself
and some red satin bows would be very,
pretty. For her debutante sister, a bodice
of snow white satin, with sleeves of white
satin barred with threads of silver, and
trimmed witn frost-like lace, would be sim-
Pply exquisite. =

A dainty bodice of pink Japanese silk
will combine well with pink taffeta, dotted
with black, and with black lace garniture
and black satin ribbons makes an elegant
bodice to wear with a black silk skirt.
Another dressy bodice Is of pink silk shot
with dark green, the upper part made of
pink, with ascollarette of the pink and an
odd fancy lace going around the shoulders
and across the front of the waist. It is
belted with pink, and may be worn with a
pink, green or white skirt. A knot of rib-
bon pulled through the hair, which is done
high, makes a pretty coiffure. It is no
longer considered good taste to wear large
hats to the play. Very small bonnets, or
none at all, are the rule. The exception
stamps the infrequent attendants of even-
ing functions.

—_——
BRAIN PHYSIOLOGY

Flechsig’s Intellectunl Link—A Re
markable Discovery.

From the London Standard.

In the physiology of the brain a step for-
ward has lately been taken which renders
the problem of intellectual activity con-
siderably more intelligiblee The Leipsic
specialist for diseases of fhe mind, Prof.
Flechsig, at present director of the uni-
versity, has lately discovered that within
the surface of the cerebrum four connected
complexes are detinable, closely resembling
one another, but essentially differing ifrom
the other parts of the cerebrum in ana-
tomical structure. These four centers lie
in the fcre part of the frontal cerebrum,
in the temporal lobe, in the hinder parietal
lcbe, and in the lobule. The extraordinary
development of these centers essentially
distinguishes the human brain from that
of the lower animals. Flechsig calls them
“intellectual centers,” or “centers of asso-
ciation,”” because they concentirate the
acglvlues of the orgaus of sense into higher
units.

These centers do not exist in new-born
children. Not till months later, when all
the rest of the cerebral substance has be-
come modulated, do these centers, with
which the child begins to think, develop.
The ‘“‘centers of association” are connected
by numerous systems of fibers, Flechsig
draws a contrast between them and the
*“centers of sense,”” the centers of sight,
hearing, smell, touch, etec., which produce
lower units. They receive the perceptions
which are conveyed to the brain by the
external organs of sense. In the centers
ot sense originates sensation. It is only in
the centers of associatior, however, with
which they are connected by innumerable
nerve fibers, that their contents are con-
verted into thouzhts. The activity of the
centers of sense is directedl outward: that is,
they receive the impulse to the exercise of
their functions from without. The centers
of association, on the other hand, only es-
tablish the *intellectual link” between the
centers of sense; they elaborate the im-
pressions of the senses, their activity is
directed wholly inward, they are the bear-
ers of all that we call experience, knowl-
edge, cognizance, principles and higher feel-
ings, and also of language.

The importance of these centers appears
very clearly if we follow their development
in new-born children. When the inner de-
velopment of the centers of sense is com-
pleted after the third month the intellectual
centers begin gradually to form, and more
and more nerve: fibers choot forth from the
centers of scnse into those new regions,
ending close to one another in the cerebral
cortex. Only about cne-third of the cere-
bral cortex is directly connected with those
nerve fbers, on which consciousness of
sensory impressions depends; two-thirds of
the cerebral cortex have nothing to do
with this function, but serve the higher
purpose of the “centers of association.”
The organ of the mind, sayvs Flechsig, dis-
tinctly shows a ccllegiate ccnstitution: its
counsellors are grouped in two senstes, the
members of one of wkich bear names such
as sight, hearing, ete., while those of the
otlers are called centers of association.

The latter, how:aver, are, like the former,
nct of equal importance. In complicated
intellectual work, indeed., they probably
work all four together, but pathological ex-
perience shows us that one center may be
Intact whHile another is disturbed; the lan-
guage, for instance, may be confused,
while the apprehensior of the outer world
is not yet perceptibly altered; or, on the
other hand, the language may seem cor-
rect, whereaa the conceptions combine to
form utterly sens:zless dclusions. The PoOwW=
er of expressing knowledge by language
evidertly depends upon another center than
the power of grasping the natursa! connee-
tion of things. Montal diseases are caused
by the destruction of the centers of asso-
cintion. Thus Flechsig has proved that so-
called softening of the brain (dementia
paralytica) is restricted for the most part
to altcrations in the intellectual regions,
and is caused by atrophy of the nerve
fibers. Therefore the thoughts get into
confused entanglement, the power of re-

J membering iIs lost, and the mind produces

new-and strange images.

WASHINGTON IN 1S3S.

A Vixit to This City by the Son of
Louis Phillipe.
Prince de Joinville’s Memaoirs.

I traveled through Virginia, passing by
all those spots where four-and-twenty years
later I was to watch the bloodiest battles
of the war of scceszion, that first and awful
convulsion of the great republic’'s manhoed.
Reaching Washington I was most courte-
cusly received by President Van Buren.
How often gince then I have becn back at
the White House under Presidents Tyler,
Buchanan and Lincoln. How many a cu-
rious scene I have witnessed there, under

the rule of the last naumed President, rich
as it was in dramatic incident. During the
first day of my stay at Washington I made
the acquaintance cf three of the greatest
men in the United States—Calhcun, Webster
and Clay—Calhoun of Carclina, the im-
passioned southerner; Webster, the elo-
quent representative of New England Pur-
itanism, and Clay of Kentucky, with his
angular face and powerful frame and a
curious mixture of extreme gentleness and
energy in his manner and ways—-the very
type of the western population, the advance
guard of civilization. I was present at
several sittings of the Senate and heard
these gentlemen speak with an authority
which seemed to fascinate their auditors.
Washington as a city did not interest me
at all—bits of town scattered about in an
ocean of dust, which later on I knew as
#n ocean of mud hotels crowded with can-
vassers, all devouring so hurriedly at table
d’hote time thai the first arrivals were
rising from the table when the last ones
were sitting down, and all this amidst a
noise of jaws that reminded me of the dogs
being fed in a kennel; the whole population,
whether politicians or canvassers, chew-
ing and spitting everywhere; little society
or none at all, save that formed by the
foreign diplomats, most of them clever
men, but bored by their isolation and con-
sequently disposed to see everything around
them with unfavoring eves. Cne of the
chief members of this society at the time
of 1y sojourn was the British minister,
Mr. Fox, a diplomatist of the old school,
past master in the forms and proprieties
and social refinements—everything that the
English sum up in the word “proper.” I
was told that one day he was leaning
against the chimney-piece in a drawing
room where dancing was goilng on, in deep
conversation with I know not what other
personage, when an American couple came
and stood just in front of him in a country
dance. Soon the young man began to show
signs of anxiety, his voice grew thick, his
cheeks swelled alternately and he cast
anxious glances at the chimney-plece. At
last he could hold on no longer, and with
the most admirable precision he shot all
the julce of his quid into the fireplace just
between Mr. Fox and his interlocutor.
“I"ine shot, sir.” the old diplomat contented
himself with saving, with a bow. It may
have been that little incidents of this kind
cast a chill on international relations,
cDe — —
Just Like Him.

From the Chicago Intes-Ocean.
Ethal—"You remember that absurd-look=-
ing monkey we saw on the strect?”
ll"(!s-'l
“Well, Tom bought and sent him to me.”
“Well, i1t's just like him."

e -~
Luneky.
From Le Masque de Fer.

A little girl, busy
slippers as a birthday
grandfather, sald to a little playmate:
“Ah! vyou are well off, you are; your
granddad has only one legl”

working a palr ef
present for her



